Denial 


Author: psychobunny. 

Bands: Rush 

Characters: Alex Lifeson, Geddy Lee 
Relationships: V/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Gen Slash] 


Updated: Mon Jun 03 2013 04:50:02 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Denial 


Author's Notes: 
Day thirteen of the thirty-day drabble challenge! Almost halfway! Warning: This fic contains a few words that 


some people might find hurtful. 


Alex eyed his best friend warily. He hadn't expected to hear from him for the rest of the day, but a few 
short hours after the library incident, the phone had rung. Geddy had all but demanded that he come see Alex, 
even though he had to ride his bike and clouds were darkening on the horizon for a late-spring storm. It wasn't 
like him to be so adamant over anything other than bass lines. Then, when Geddy had gotten over to his house, 
he hadn't wanted to speak to Alex in the living room, so now the two of them were sitting on Alex's bed. 


Geddy had this weird little smile on his face, but he hadn't said anything yet. Alex thought the silence might 


drive him crazy. 
"Well?" 


"Well, what?" 


"Well, why did you break your ass getting over here? What's going on?" 
"Alex, | wanted to talk to you about.. About what you were looking at at the library." 
Oh, tuck. It was what Alex had feared. "What do you mean? The foot disease book?" 


"| -- Please don't be mad, Alex.. After you left, | went upstairs and | saw what you'd been looking at. The other 
book." 


"What other book? There's no other book | don't know what you're talking about." 

"| saw it, Alex.. The book about.. being gay." 

Alex felt like he was going to throw up. The little smile on Geddy's face had grown into a full-blown grin now. 
Shit, its not bad enough that he had to snoop, now he thinks its funny? Wounded and enraged, Alex could think of 


nothing else to do but to deny everything, as vehemently as possible. 


"What? Ugh, no, gross! I'm not a homo! That's disgusting! Only a sicko would write about something like that, 


and only a sicko would read it!" 
The color had drained out of Geddy's face. He wasn't smiling any more. "A-Alex? But | --" 


"But nothing! | hate fags! After all these years of us being friends, how could you think that I'd be a pervert? 
God, | expected better from you!" 


Geddy had gotten off the bed and was backing toward the door. Tears were beginning to sparkle in the corners 
of his eyes, and he held his hands in front of him as if to defend himself from an attack. That wasn't the 


reaction Alex was expecting, and slowly, painfully, the wheels started to turn. He rose to his feet. 
"Geddy? What's wrong? Please, | --" 


Geddy said nothing, just shook his head violently. He pivoted, and before Alex could stop him, he was through 


the door and down the stairs. Alex heard his front door slam. 


Shit Alex crammed his feet into tennis shoes and started off after him. 


